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• The Tragtdie of 

Which brtathde this poyfon. 

K-m. Rage muft be withftood ; 

Giucmc his gage •, Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mvwb: Yea, but not change his fpoesytake btitmyfhame, 
Ana I refignemy gage, my deare deare Lord . 

The pureft treafure moitall times affoord, 

Is fpotlefleTeputation,that away; 

Men arc butguilded Loame,or painted Clayi 
A Iewell in atennetimesbard vp Chc.ll, 

Is a bold Spirit in aloyall Breaft 

Mine Honour ismyhfo, both grow in one; 

T ake Honour from mc,and my life is done. 

Then (dearemy Leigc) mine Honour let me try. 

In that I line, and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin, throw vp your gage; do vou be»in 

Cl r° G °r d ac n n m ? foulc ^ rom ^ uc h deepe^nne, 
bhalll feeme Creft-fallen inmy fathers light? 

Or with pale bcgger-face impeach my highr. 

Before this out-darde daftard? Ere my tongue 
Sliall wound my Honour with fuch feeble v vron» 

Or found fo bafe a parlce.my teeth fhall tcare 
I he llauiihmotiuc of recanting feare, 

And Ip it it bleeding in his high dilgracc. 

Where /name doth harbour, euen in Mowbraies face 
We were not borne to fue,butto commaundt 
Which mice we can not d o,to make you friendes 
Be ready (as your, life fhall anfwere it) 

At CoHtnirtt vpon Saint Lambards day : 

There fhall your Swords andLauncesarbitrate 
1 he fwelling difference of yourfetled hate; 

Since we cannot atone you,you fhall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Viftors chiualrie. 

Lord Marfhall,commaund our Officers at Armes 
Be readie to direft thefehomc aUarmes. , 

, Enter fobnift Gmnt,wkh the ‘Dutcbttfe of Gloceftcr 

n %h n *‘ A r la n ,thc P artI hadin Wcodftoc&biood* 

Poth more foIUatcjne, then your exclaim 
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Richard the Second. 

To ftirreagainft .the butchers' ofhis life.' 

But fincc correction lyeth in thofe handes, 

"Which made the fault that we connoT correct. 

Put we our quarrcll to the will ofheauen; 

Who when they fee the hower's ripe on earth. 

Will rainc hot vengeance on offenders lieades . 

Dutch/ ft. Findes brotherhood in thee no fharpet fpurre? 
Hath louein thy old blood no. lining fire? 

Edwards feauen fonnes, whereof thy felfe art one, 

Wcr ft feauen Viols of his facrcd blood, 

Orieauen faire Branches fpringing from oneroote ? 

Some ofthofc feauen arc dryed by Natures courfe; 

Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut : 

But T homos my deare Lord, my life, ray gioce$ltr t 
One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

Onefilouriftiing Branch ofhismoft royall roote 
Is craft, and all the precious liquor fpilt. 

Is hackt downe,andhis fummerleaues all faded. 

By Enuics hand, and Murders bloodie axe. 

Ah gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
Thatmettall,that felfe mould, that fafhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thouliueft and breatheft. 
Yet art thou flame in him ; thou doft confent 
In fome largemeafureto thy fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was themodell of thy fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

In differing thus thy Brother to be flaughtred; 

Thou fheweft the naked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in meane men we intitlc Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

Wh at fhall I fay ? to fafegard thy owne life, 

Thebcft way is, to venge my gtocefters death. 

gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute. 

His deputie annoynted in his fight. 

Hath caufd his death ; the which if wrongfully, 

Let Heauen reuenge,for I may neuer lift 
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